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THE GOLDEN RINGLET.

. Here is a litile golden tress,

OFf soft unbraided hair,

The ull that’s left of loveliness

“ *Phat onee was thonght so fair;

And yel, though time hath dimm'd its sheen,
'Timhgh all beside hath fled,

I hold it here, a link between
My spirit and the dead.

Yes, from this shining ringlet still
A monrnful momory springs,

“That mells my leart, and scnds a thrill
‘I'hrough all its trembling strings,

T think of her, the loved, the wept,
Upon whose fureliead fair,

For eightecn years, like sunshine, slept
Thia golden curl of hair.

- Oh, l;q!l; tress, the joyous brow,
... "W here thou didst lightly wave
Witk all thy sister Liesses, now
Lica cold within the grave,—
“Phat eheck is of its bloum beroft ;
That eyc no wore is gay
OF all her beauties thow art left
A solitary ray.

Puur years have passed, this very moon

' Sinee last we fondly met
_ Fuur years and yet it seems too soon

To let the heart furgel—

Too soon 1o let that lovely faco

. From our sad thoughts depart,

And 1o andther give the placo
She held within the heart

Her macmory atill within my mind
Retains its sweelest power ;

Tt is the perfume left behind,
Ta whisper of the flower.

Each bl , that in t
Bound wp this sunny curl,

Reealls the fo.m, the look, the tone,
Qf that enchanting girl.

gone

Tler step was Jike an Acrial rain
O'cr beds of violent flung;

fier voice the prelude to a strain,
Bafure the song i sung j

Her life, twas like a hulf blown flower,

. Cloaed ere Lhe thades of even,

Her death the dawn, the blushing hour

" “@'h.t opens the gates of Heaven.

A single tress ! how slight a thing
To sway such magic art,
. <And bid each soft remembranee spring
Like blossomsin tho hearl
- At lcads me baek to days of old—
T'o lier 1 loved so long,
. WWhosc locks vutshone pellucid gold,
| Whose %ps erflowed with rong.

Sioce then, Pec licard a thousand lays
© "From lips as swect as hers |
" Yet when I sirove 1o give then praise,
I only gave them lears;
1 could uol bear, umid the throng
Where jest and Jaughter rung;
To hear unother sing ‘the song
That trenbled-vn lier tongue,

A single sliining ress of hair
‘Lo bid such memorics start
- But tears are or {is lustrc~—ihere
- .1 lay it on my heart.
.. Oh!. when in Deatl's cold arms I sink,
AV he thea, with geatle care,
Will keep for me u dark brewn liok—
s A nnglet of my hair?

Axgnia.
—

THE MUSCADINE STORY.
The Unwritten Chapter in the Buography
“Cuptain Suggs:”
Written for the “Spirit of the Times” by the author
: of “*8imon Suggs,” *Daddy Biggs's Scrape at
Cockerell's Bead,” elc.

It was in the account which we once gave
the public, we belicve of the scrape which
PDaddy Biggs' got into a1 Cockerell’s Bend,
that we alluded to a certain affar, known
as the ‘Muscadine Story3’ the which, in the
upinidn of onr hero, was not a matter to be
related. in print, while‘wimmin' remained
o monstus jellus ¢ thing! The story was
sherefore suppressed, and our readers left
to worry their brains with impotent surmiscs
ennjectures, and speculations,

““Fime, the great modificr, ofien softens
the harshest aspect, while he corrugates
and disfizurcs the most beautiful.  Alke
are his operations in the physical and
moral world. Mrs. Suggs acknowledges a
change in her view of things, produced by
a lapse of years. The Captain's former
yagaries—his little peccadilloes—his ocea-
gional gallantries—she now considers as the
enial errors of a somewhat extended juve
pility.  In fact, the good old lady feels some

gittle pride now, at the recital of any inci-

dent 10 show the irresistibiity of her liege
Jord, considered with veference to the softer
pex. ‘Bygoncs are bygones with her—if
Laptain Suges was good lookin’ and sassy,
it was not her fault” The reader will ob-
gerve that she speaks in the past tensc; Suges
ﬁ(‘t. alas ! as far as female conquest is con-
cerned—he stands now simply a lottering,

-whitened, leaky-eyed, garrulous old wan.
“Mrs, Suggs, therefore, is no longer annoyed

v allusions to his prowess in other days,
and the tale of the Muscadine may, with
| rapriety, be made public.

It was a blund September morning, in a
year that need not be specified, that the Cap-
sain, standing in view of the West door of
the Court House at Dadeville, perceived
she Steriff emerging theretrom, a_bundle of
papers in hand, and 1ouking as if he desired
jo execute some sort of a capias.

‘Fhe captain instantly bethought him, that
ghere was an_indictment pending against
himself for gaming, and began to collect his
evesgies for an emergency. The Sheriff
‘bailed him at the samg moment, and reques-
ted him to *hold on,"
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*Stop, Ellis—right thar in your tracks, as
the bullet said to the buck,’ Suggs respond-
ed, ‘them dockyments look venermous!’

*No use said the officer—'sooner or later
‘you must bic taken; dog-face Billy Towns is
liere, and he'll go your security.’

‘Keep off. 1 tell you, Ellis; 1 ain't safe to-
day—-the old woman's coffec was cold this
a.ornit’ and it fretted me.  Ifyou've got any
thing agin v, keep it till Court—T'll be
thar—"wave all formalities,” you know"”

‘D dif 1 wave any thing, replied
the Sheriff, advancing: *I'll put you whar I
can find vou when wanted.

Sugas drew an old revolving pistol where-
upon the Sheriff paused.

“T'he blood, shouted the Captain, ‘of the
High Sheriff of Tallaponsy County be upon
his own head. 1l he erowds o me, |
wive fa'r warnin’ I'il discharge t : vecollin’
pistol seven several and distinct times, as
nigh into the curl of his forchead, as the na-
wr' of the case will admit.

For a moment the Sheriff was intimidated;
but recollecting that Capt. Suggs had a re-
ligious dread of canying louded live-arms a-
bout his person, alihcugh Le ofien sported
them uucharged for effect, he briskly re-
sumed his stride, and the Captan, hurling
the ‘revolier’ at his head, at once fell into a
‘killing pace’ towards the rack where stood
his pony, ‘Button.’

The Sheriff’s horse by chance, was
tied at the same rack, but a wag of a fellow
catching Svggs’ idea, unhitched the pony,
ihrew the bridle over its neck, and held it
ready to be mounted; so that the Captain
was in his saddle, and his nag at half specd,
ere the Shenitl’put his (oot in the stirrup.

Here they go! clattering down the street
dike an armed troop!” Now the blanket-
coat of the invincible captain disappears
roun:t Luke Davenport's corner! Thie Sher-
iff is hard after him! *Goit, Elhsl” Go ot
Suggs!” *Whoop! whoop! hurrah!”  Again
the skirts of the blanket-coat become visible
on the rise by McClendon’s, winsking about
the pony's romp!”  *Lay whip, Sheritt; your
bay’s lazy! the old Lay gains on Button,
however.  But now they turn down the
jong hilitowards Johusou's Mill creck. Right
sturdy the pony bears his master on, but the
bay 15 overhauling him fast!  They near the
creck!  Me bas.bhim!= nol=the horse 1uns
against the pony--falls himseli--projects his
rider into the thicket on the nght--and knocks
the rider and pony into the stream!

It happencd that by the concussion or
some other cause, the girth of Captain Suggs’
saddle was broken; so that peither hunse!l
nor his saddle was precisely on Buttow'’s
back when they reached the water. It was
1o time 1o stop for nfles, huwever; so leav-
ing the saddle in the creck, the Captain be-
strode the paunting animal, and made the
best of Wis wav onward.  He knew that the
Sherfl would still follow, aud he therclore
wuracd from the road at right angles, skirted
the creck swamp for a anle, and then ook
a direction by which he would reach the
r ad again, four or five miles from the scene
of his recent submersion,

‘T'he drippimg captam and his recking
steed cut a dolorous tigure, as they traversed
the woods. It was rather late m the sca-
son to make the hydropathic treatment they
had so lately undergone agrecable and the de-
parture of the Captain from Dadeville had
been two unex, ected and hurried to allow
the shghtest opportumity for filling his quart
uckler. *Wonder,” said he to himself, 9f 1

1 won't take a fitatore I get any more--or else

have a whole carryvan of blue-nose mon-
keys aud forty-1ail snakes after me--and so
get a sight of the menajerie ‘thout payin’
the fust red cent!  Git up. you d—=n lojun!’
With the last words, Sunur  vigorously
drove his hecls against Button’s sides, and in
a half hour had regained the road.

Scarcely had Captain Suggs trotted an
hundred yards, when the sound of hor-e’s
feet behind him caused him to look back.
1t was the Sheriff,

Hello! Sherift ! stop!” said Suggs.

The Shenfl drew up hishorse:

I've got a propositivn to make o you;
you can go home with me, and thar 1 can
give bondy

*Very well,’ said the Sheriff.

‘But " hands off ull we git thar, and you
vide filty steps alicad of me, for fear of ac-
dents--that's the proposition.”

*Agreed!’

‘Not so fast, said Suggs, ‘thar’s a condi-
tion.'

“What's that?’

‘Have you got any liquor along?

The Sherifl pulled out a black bottle by
way of reply.

‘Now, said Captain Suggs, ‘do you put
the bottle on that stump thar, and ride out
from the road filty yards, and when I get it,
take your persition m front.

T'liese manceuvres were performed with
much accuracy, and the parties being ready,
and the Captawn one drink ahead.

‘For --rard marchl” said Suggs.

In this order, the Sherdl and the Captain
wended their way, until they arrived at the
erussing ol Bagle Creck, a stream having a
miry swamp on cach side. As lis pouy
was drinking, anidea popped into the Cap-
tain’s head whieh was unmediately act
ed upon. He suddenly turned his pony’s
head down stream, and 0 half'a minute was
out of sight.

‘Come, Button,' said he, ‘let’s hunt wild
cats aspell!

‘The Sheriff, almost as soon as he missed
our hero, heard him splashing down the
creek. He 'plunged into the swamp, with
the intention of heading him, but the mud
was so soft that after floundering about a fit-
tle while, he gave it up, and returned to the
road, cursing as much for the loss of his
black bottle, as of the Captain.

‘Hello, Ellis!’ shouted Suggs.

‘Hello, yoursell !

‘Don’t you try that swamp no more; it'll
mire butterflies, in spots!”

‘No Danger!” was the response.

‘And don’t you try to follow me, on that
tall horse, down the run of this creek; if you

do, you'll have both eycs hnqgin' on bam

briers in goi’ a hundred yards —besides
moccasin time aint over yel, and thar's lot
of 'em about these old logs!

‘Take care of yourself, you d——d old
thiefsaid the irritated officer.

‘Once again, Ellis, old fellow!" said Suggs,
coaxingly.

*What do you want?’

‘Nothin,” only I'm much obliged to you
for this black bottle— here’s luck!— you can
charge the price in the next bill of costs you
git agin me!’

The discomfitted Sheriff could stand this
jecring from the Captain no longer, so he
put spurs 1o his horse and left.

‘Now, Lord, murmured Suggs, ‘lettesl
thou thy servant depart in peace, for I'll jist
be d——d i thar’s any chance to keteh up
with me now! Cuss the hwle—and yon-
der’s a blasted horsi® log ! Well, the wick-
ed flce when no man pursueth ; wonder
what thev'd do if they had that black rascal
Martin Ellis, after 'em, on that infernal long-
legzed bay 7 Durn the Inck ! thar'sithat new
saddle that 1 borrowed from the Mississipp
feller— Which he'll never come back for-

“hat's lost in the mill creek |—jist as good as
ten dollars out of my pocket. Well, its no
use 'putin’ with providence—hit will purvide!

“I'tie Grand Jurors of the State of” Alaba-
ma,’ he continued, soliloquizing in the ver-
biage of an indictment ; *elected, sworn, aed
charged-d d rascals all, with Jim Bul.
ger at their head!-to enquire for the body
of Tallapoosa coumty—durn their hearts!
it's my BoDY they're after! upon their vaths
present—the h—1 ithey do!—that Simon
Sugus-hem ! thal's me, but they might've pu
he *Capte’ to it though! late of said!
Couny-d——d if I waru't one of the first
settlers, which I was here, afore they hud the
sign of a Court House !

“Well, it's no use thinkin’ about th: lyin,
ihing; I'il have to go to Hadenskedt, at
Court, to git me out’n the sack. Now, he’s
a quar one, am’t heT  Never got him to do
a law job for me yet but what I had o pay
him ; d nthe feiler.  Any body would
think ‘twas as hard to git money from me as
"lis for a man o draw a headless tenpenny
nail out’n an oak post with his tecth=but that
htle black headed lawyer makes ten or
twendy, come every pop !

‘Wonder hew fur 'us down to the Bend |
This creck makes into the river about a mile
below it, they say. Never mind, thar’s a
few drinks of the dpsy.dmay left, and the
wenajjeric won't open  o-day. I judge if
iy old woman knowed whar 1 was goin
aud who 1 was goin’ 10 sce, she'd make the
vearth shake. But she don’t know;il'sa
prinsipel that Providence has put into the
besom of a man--leastwaysall sensible men
—to run on and talk a heap alore their
wives, to make 'em believe th y're turnin
wrong side out before ’em, and yet never ell
‘em the fust d——d word of truth, IU'sa
wise thing in providence, too. Wonder if
i'll heteh that rascel Jim Sparks jewlarkn’
round Betsy, down at oid Bob’s |

PILURIMA DESUNT.

On the morning alter the ocenrrence of |
the adventures we have related, Captamn
Suggs sat ina long tim Indian built canoe,
wlich was moored o the North bauk of the
Ta'lapoosa river. Near him was Miss Betsy
Cockerell.  She sat facing the Caprain, on |
a board laid across the gunwale of the boat.
Miss Betsy was a bouucing gir, plump, |
firm and saucy, with a mischievous rolling
eve, and a sharp word forever at her
tongue’send.  She seemed to be coquetting
with the paddle she bad in her hand, and
occasionally would strike it in the water, so
as to besprinkle Captain Suggs, much to bis
annoyance

«Ol, Captain, you do persuade me to
promise you so hard. ~ And Jin Sparks says
you are warricd ; and if’ you ain't you mout
2’ been, twenty yems ago; you're old
enough,” (splash!)

“D—n it, mind how youthrow your water!
Jim Sparksis a trifling dog—=t' 1 have got
a wile Betsy, she is going fast”

‘Goin' whar! asked Besy, striking the
waler again,

“Confound your paddle ! can't you keep it
still 7 Providence is goin’ to take her home,
Betsy-—she’s dwindled away o a shadder,
with that cough and one thing and another.
She ain't long for tus world,! he added
mournfully ; *and if you, Detsy, will anly
make up your mind ; the devil take the pad-
dic—you'll turn over the boat and throw me
in the river l—make up your mind to step in
to her shoes, it Inoks lize it would sort "o re-
coneile me 1o lose her’—and here a tear
leaked out of each corner of the Captain's
eyes.

«Oh Captain, said Betsy, half shatting onc
eye, and looking quizzical , thar's so many |
guod lovkm® young fellers about, I hate to |
give 'emup. | like you Captain, but thar's
Bill Edwards, and Jet Wallis, and Jim
Sparks, and'—

Good lookin’ I and Jet Wallis” and Jim
Sparks!  Why Jet's mouth is no  betier
than a hole made in the fore part of his head
with a claw-hammer-and asfor Jun Sparks,
he's got the face of a tarrier dog,

‘Do you count yourself, good-lookin"?
asked Hetsy, with great aaivete.

«Gall I replied Suggs, with dignity, did
you ever sce me in my uniform ! with my
silver oppolots on my shoulders ! and the
sword that Governor Bagby give me, with
the gold scabbord a hangin’. !

Just at this moment a step was heard, and
before the Captain and Betsy had recover-
ed from the shock of the intrusion, Sheriff
Ellis stepped into the boat, and asserted that
Suggs *was his prisoner !

“I'reed at last ! said the Captain ; ‘but i’s
no use frettin’; the ways of Provinence are
mysterious, But whar did you cross, Ellis 7

“Oh, I knew you'd be about the old lick
log, tishin® with Betsy. I'll turn the kunoo
lonse, and Betts will take us across.
crossed at Hambrick's ferry, left my horse
Cother side, and come down on you, like a
mink on a settin hen. Come! come! its
time we were off to Dadeville.”

Providence is agin me,’ sighed the Cap-

tain , *I'm pulled up with a short jerk, in the
middle of my kurreer. Well bu’—he con-
tinued, musing ‘spose a feller (ries it on his
own hook-no harm in takin® e/l chances-1
ain’t in jail, yet 1°

A few yords below the boat landing, there
grew out of the bank, an immense water
oak, projecting over the river, at an angle

ashamed that the innocent child should have
witnessei! his grief.

‘| came 1o gather the lillies which grow
upon the banks, she replied. ‘See, I have
aot my basket full, and now I am going to
scll them.” '

‘And what do you do with the money.?’
asked the father, as he torned his eyes'o

of about forty-five. A huge muscadine [4he basket, where, amonz the broad green

vinc enwrapped the oak in every part, its
branches and tendrils covering it like net
work. The grapes were now ripe, and
liung over the river
Yin bacchannal profusion.'—
Purple and gushing.’

Betsy allowed the canve to drop down
dowly, just ontside of where the tips of the
lower branches of the wee dallied with the
sippling warer.  The fruit attracted the
sherifi’s eve and appetite, and reaching out
an arm laid hold of a braneh, and began to
pluck and cat)

‘D —n the grapes? said Suggs, angrily ;
Yetusgoonl

‘Keep eool,! said the Sheriff, ‘I'll fll my
pockets first)’ ’

‘Be in a hurry, then, and i’ you will gath-
cr the d—d things reach up and pull down
them big bunches up thar'—pointing to some
fine clusters higher than the Sheriff could
reach, as he stood up in the boat=*pull the
vines down to you !

Tlie Sherifl tried, but the vines resisted
his utmost strength ;so erying steady ! he
pulled himseif up clear off the boat, and be-
gan totry to establish a [ooting among the
ru]i:\gﬂ.

At this moment Captain Suggs made no
remark orally, but his eye said to Betsy, as
plainly as eye could talk, *hit her a lick back,
my gall!

Silently the padile went into the water,
Betsy leaning back, with hps compressed,
and in a second, the canoe shot ten feet out
from the tree, and the Sheriff was left dang-
ling among the vines!

*Stop your blasted jokes! roared the offi-
cer.

Keep conl, old Tap my-shoukler I thar's
jist the smallest grain of a joke in this here.
that ynu cver seed, It's the coldest sortof
airne-t.’

‘What shall I do? IHow shall I get out
of this! asked Ells, piteously. -

‘Let all go, drop in  the water, and swimn
out,” was the reply. v

I Can't swim a liek _how deep isit?

Suggs seemed to ruminate and then re-
plied-

From-say— fifleen— ves at least, fifiecn
to about twenty-five feet.  Ugly place!

‘Great Gud,' said poor Ellis, *you certainly
wou't leave me hete to drown, my strength
is farling already.

Of T don'’t’ said the Captain, most em-
phatically, I wish I may be landed a thou-
gand feet into h—I1” and savinz a word to
Betsy they shot rapidiy across the river.

Kissing his companion as he stepped out |

of the boat, Sugzs songht Button who was
tied in a thicket, near by, and mounting
pursueid his homeward way.

‘Never despair, he said o Limself as he
jogged along, ‘never despair ! Honesty, a
bright watch out, a hand in your fingers and
one in vour lap, with a linle grain of helf
from providence, will always feteh a mn
through?  Never despair ! I've been hunted
and tracked and dogged like a cussed woll,
but the Lor.d has purvailed, and my worst
enemy has tuck a tree!  Gat up Button you
blasted, flop eared injun !

«HE WILLTORGIVE YOU FATIIER.

He stoad leaninz upon a broken gate in
front of his miserable dwelling,  Ilis tater-
e hat was in his hands and tlie cool breeze
lifted the matted locks which covered his
noble brow.  His eountenance was blvated
and disfigured, but in his eye there was an
unwanton louk—a mingled expression of sad-
ness aud regret.  Perhaps he was listening
to the melancholy voice of his paticnt wife
as she soothed the sick babe on her bosom
or perchance he was gazing on the sweel
face of his eld st daughter, as at the open
witrlow she plied her recdle o obtam for
her mother and the poor children a susten-
ance.  Poor Mary ! for herscll she cared
not; young as she was, her spirit was crush
ed by poverty, nnkindness and neglect,  As
the inebriate thus stood, his eyes wandered
over the miserable habitation before him,
The windows were broken and the doors
hingeless ; scarce a vestige of eomfort re-
mained ; yet memory bore him back to the
days of s youth, when it was the abuode of
peace and happiness. In infaney e saw
again the old arm chair where sat his father
with his bible upon his knee, and seemed to
hear agam the sweel tones of his mother as
she laid her hand upon her darling boy, anl
prayed that God would bless hun and pre-
serve him from evil.  Long years had pass.
ed away, vettears came into the eyes of the
drankard at the recollection of his mother's
love,

“Poor mather, he muttered, ‘itis well that
thou art sleeping in the grave; it would
break thy heart to know that thy son is a
wretehed and degraded being—a miserable
outeast of society.”

e turned slowly away. Deep within
an adjoining forest was a dell where the
beams of the sun scarce ever penetrated.
Tall trees grew on cither side, whose
branches, mecting above, formed a canopy
of leaves, where the birds built their nests
and pourcd forth happy songs.  Thither the
drunkard beat his steps. It had been his
favorite haunt in  the days of his childhood,
and as he threw himselt upon the soft green
swarid, the reeollections of past scenes came
erowding aver his mind.  He covered his
face with his hands, and the prayer of the
prodigal burst from his lips, *Oh, God ! re.
ceive a returning a wanderer.”  Suddenly a
soft arin was thrown around his neck. and
a sweet voice murmured—“He will forgive
you, fatrer.”  Starting to his feet the inebyri-
ate saw standing before him his youngest
daughter, a child of six years old.

‘Why are you here, Aune!" he said,

leaves, the sweet lilies of the valley were
peeping forth, ;

The child hesitated ; she thovght she had
sa.d toa much j perhaps her father would de-
mand the money, and spend it in the way
in which all his earnings went.

“You are afraid 1o tell ine, Annel,’ said the
father kmdly. *Well I do not blame you ; 1
lhave no right to my children’s confidence.’

The gentleness of tone touched the beart
of the affectionate child. £he threw her
arms around his neck, and exclaimed, ‘Yes
father, 1 will tell you. Mother buys medi-
cine for poor lile Willie.  'We have no
other way to get it. Mother and Mary
work all the tme they can get it to buy
bread. -

A pang shot through the inebriate's heart.
I have robbed them of the comforts of life,
he exc'aimed : *from this moment the liquor
fire passes my lips no more.”

Anunc stood gazing at him in astonishment.
She could scarce comprehend her father’s
words 3 but she saw that some change had
taken place. She threw back her golden
ringlets, raised her large blue eyes with an
earnest ook to his face,” *will you never
drink any more rum ! she whispered timid-
Iy 1
" “Never! dear Anne, replied her father
solemnly.

Joy danced in her cyes. *Then we will
all be so happy. Oh, father, what a happy
home ours will be 1

Years passed away. The words of little
Anne, the drunkard’s daughter had proven
true.  The home of the reformed man, her
tather, was indeed a happy one; Plenty
erowned his board, and health and joy
Laamed [rom the face of his wife and chil-
dren; jwhere once squahd misery alone
eould be traced. The pledge had raised
him from his degradation, and restored him
once more to peace and hapimess.

Paw Bucker axp Daarer Facrory v
AvGrsTa.--A new entreprize sinilar to the
Variery Worgs at Columbus, Ga., is
about to be established in our city. Our
fellow citizen, M1, John Glendenning, in con.
junction with Mr. Luochart, of Lincoln coun-
ty, has taken steps to putt:p a building near
the site of the Ol Planter's Heatel, where
every variety of wood ware, such as barrels,
casks, kegs, pails, tubs and buckets, is 10 be
manufactured on a large scale. The steam
engine to be used is already here, and the
bulding. a large three story brick building,
coutracted for.  In a few months this man-
ufactory will be under way, and probably
in full operatiun,

In connection with the wooden ware fac
tory will be machinery for cuuing and pol-
ishing marble; a branch of business in which
Mr. Glendenning is already profitably en-
gaged.  We hope in time to see Georgia
Marble freely used iu this Georgia Factory
for various objects of use and ornament.

Auzusta Constitutionaltst.
s

I'e Proxer.—Delay shortens life and a-
bridges industry, Just as promptitude enlar-
ges both. You have a certin amount ol
work before yon, and in all likelihood some
unexpected engagemcnts may be added as
the time wears on.  You may begin that
work immediately, or youmay postpone it
to the evening, or tili near the close ol life.
Your sense of duty insists on its being done;
but procrastination says, it will be plcasan-
ter by and by” Whatinfatuation! to end
each day i ahurry, and lile useilin a panic;
and when the flurried evening has closed,
and the fevered il of mortality @ over, to
leave your work undone!

Clear off arrears of neglected duty: prefer
duty to diversion, and cultivate that cnerget.
ic frame of mind which rejoicesin occupa.
tion. Then you will find the sweetness of
repose which follows fimshe.d work, and zest
of that re-action in which no delinquent
fecling mingles, and on which no neglected
duty [rowns,

Bantes.—The editor of the Milwaukie Sen.
tire ] does not hoast ol the size of Wisconsin
shanies,”” but says *they are an uncommon
sure crop.”

THE BATIL
JLINTS FOR THE SEASON.

There is a great deal of sound good sense
in the following sugestions of some letter writer
in the Mobile “I'ribune; suggestions, too which
are good for any latitude.

Those in onr eity who would avail themselves
of the henelits of a warm or cold bath ean
enjoy that luxury at the neat and comlortable
haihing  establishment of  Mr. Wyley W,
Barron's,

“T'o the young, we earnextly say—as you
are now throwing aside your winter clothing—
hathe. I you wonll avoild colils, the sure pre
cursors of all sickness, bathe; and if’ you
wonld enjoy your youth, Dlithness ot limb and
cheer of spirits, hathe and bathe frequently.
‘I'he ancients knew its efficncy, and practiced
it thoronghly, as the wisest of the moderns do
The theory of Bean Brummel has grown into
a proverh—there is no perfume like that of
fresh linen 3 no cosmetic like pure water, ani
plenty of it.” But what boy has not (eIl the
invigoration of a swim, or what man ftigued,
of u fiee ablution?  Bathe, then, i’ you would
be healthy. %

But wihile hathing is so important to the
young, it is no less so to the mature, Of all the
thousand ills that flesh is heir to, none can
exceed these three common Cllrses—d_‘:'a'-pepﬁ‘-t.
rheumatisin and gout, Though when these
are once seated, they are decmed immovable,
the most experienced physicinns assure us they
can he prevented, us they are clearly traceable
to the stopping up of the pores of the skin.

Then if you would preserve your digestion
and enjoy the good things of life—bhathe ! If
you would avoid rheumatism, and indulge in

that joyous exercise which brings health and

every other comfort—bathe ! Anahllél__l-y'nu be':
bed.ridden, and tortured everlastingly with gout, -
bathe, and hathe freely. =~ 7 T
With the best of motives, we again affirm, if
there be a cheap lugury in the worlﬂ,'i_t‘_ is &

bot, or cold shower Lath. ;

Gross Ovrrace.—At Rockingbam, Richs
mond county, on ‘Tuesday last, a rencoumtet -
took place hetween James Watson, of that
county, and Angus McSween, who bad been foF
some time residing in this village, in‘which‘thé ~
latter reccived four or five ‘stabs’ inflicfed with ™
the most murderous and savag-looking Tostrd.
ment that we ever heheld. [t was a sort of
dirk, made out of an old sword-Blade, and **
ground to an adge on hoth sides. Exclusive of
the handle it was ahout ninc inches long. -
Watson, it was said, had eshibited this foymida- *
ble weapon to some of his neighbors before.
hand, and informed them that he had ‘made ‘it
for the purpose of killing MeSween—with
whom he had previously had a difficulty. * The
transaction ocenrred in the” Court yard, in‘the " *
presence of a crowd of bystanders, whia " pef.”
mitted Watson to walk quietly off; after the
kn fe had been taken from him ! For a whila '
McSween's life was despaired of ; bot ‘on éx.™
amination hy several physicians who wereo for: *
tunately on the ground, it was ascértained that"’
his wounds were not mortal 'One of the”
thrusts wonld have proved ‘inevitahly fatal'to
him had the weapon not been stopped” by 'his
rib.  Another was stopped by his ‘shbulde?’:
hlade. McSween is a young ‘man o got
education and five standing : it is'to'he hoped-«
that he will speedily recover. - He was-doisg.|
well on Thursday morning. We : havesnotai
heard from him since, Watson hat-made his:
escape.— Wadesboro’ (N: C.)Argus.r -iw vos

THE PRESS OF SOUTH G&me-‘ :

The growth and vigor of “the’ nes d
press in this country for some years past'ls®
truly astonishing.  Every mail brings uséaddi.2
tional evidences of the success and* enterprive *
of the newspaper establishments of the Soath/”
We are rejniced to see this state of in
our own State particolarly; and'the mddy welt”
conducted papers now estahlished
Districts must he of immense advdnfageth the
people. 'There is no hranch of industrys—
agricultural, enmmercial, or''mechanieals=hut-
must be invariably benefitted underithe influs.
ence of these presses, Light and knowledge
education, morals and virtue, most ever be: theh
concomilants of a well sustained press amongst:
a people. Had we space to enomerate; We-

might mention the papers we allude 1o /butsvg |

comprehend all when we say of the newspapes:
press of South Caroling," that, /ins point ~éf:
ahility. correctness of tone ‘ant sentiment, and®
the successful pursuit of this honorable vocar
tinn, in all respects, the newspaper pressofihis;
State is unsarpassed. s adt W
South Carolina, by her devotion 1o Demed -
cratic principles—hy her unwavering-defenes
of State Rights—and hy the exalted patriotisng
of her statesmen, unpolluted by the debasing
influences of party strife—has freqt bean.
sneered at and held up to ridicule hy' party
hacks and political brawlers of, her  sigter
Siates. But the flings of partyvibaldey; ar the
paltry exhibitions of envenomed spite, so often
hurled at their noble litle Stales, find na sym-
pathising heart or pen among her -editorial
corps. ‘They are met with scorn, and tepelled
with a consciousness of integrity of principle,
which in too many instances, is' manifustly
wanting in their assailants.  We challenge thy
strictest serutiny and most rigid esitical. exami.
nation, when we assert that the press.of South
Carolina stands unsurpassed in every qualily
which tends to eluvate the morals, augment the
happiness, or preserve the indepeadence.of the
people whom they represent. - . o ey
Well, then, for our conclusions=  The pe
of this State should sustain first their otva
newspapers. To use & commion saying, they
may go farther and fare warse. Thelr cilyy
town, and district presses should be. Hhers
patronized, because the newspapers of ‘Sout

»

Carolina are a unil—one and indivisible—sin

defence of the rights, interests, and institutions
of the South. There is no diversity of senii.
ment with regard to these ;. whilst in their dig-
nified and manly defence of the fair: lame of
onr gallunt State and her people, they have heen
in a greal measure instrumental ia placing her
in the elevated position she now occupies—not.
withstanding her defamers among ber sister
States. Let, then, our own presses, fram the
seahoard to the mountains, be liberally sustain.
ed, even if oceasionally it should be at the sac-
rifice of some cherished journal published clse-
where. For the people ot South Carolina may
be well assured that in them they have their
hest and truest friends.—South Carolintan.

A Greex One.—An exchange tells.a good
story of a countryman, who was in one ofour
cities on Sunday, and concluded.to go to chureh.
Arriving there, he waited outside a moment,
when to his surprise, the organ struck up, and
he concluded some sort of a ‘shave down’ was
about to commence. At that moment a gen-
tleman invited him in.  “Not "zactly, Mister, 1
ain'tused o such doin’s on Sunday; —and, be-
sides, I don’t dance.”

The following recently perpetrated, seems
too bad to he lost:

An Irish girl applied to her overseer for
leave of abscence on St. Patrick’s day. He
inlormed her that ke did not know how to spare
her, ns he had no one to take her place.  “And
sure,” said she, “I must goout; [of ain’t St
Patrick as good a man as the Fourth of July?”
The reason whas satisfactory, and leave was
granted ofcourse. . .

.

A Fayrey Travecuive iy Witggrsarrows.
—A strange scene was exhibited in Ginginnatti
a faw days age, being nothing leas than a
fumily consisting of father and mother and six
children. ‘The Chronicle states that theyehad
travelled all the way from lag8He county, Ia.,
in throe wheelbarrows, intending: tat reach
Pennsylvania, from which Stat® they had emi.
arated three years agn.  Their hlankets, wear.
ing apparel, and some few utensils, used in pre.
paring and distributing food among the family,
were in one barrow, and the younger children
were stowed nway in the others; the fatherand
ihe elder Loys taking turns in wheeling them

T

along. 1

——t—

o' 8

A young lady engaged in writing, ohserved
to a clergymen present, that she wasg Seribe.
‘I'o which the man in orders,awith a sagacity

diclerionl discernment traly *creditable, re.
;m“d fair T see.~Pharbee(!)

e L ol ARl

. :
#.. -
-

LU e PR LT TN L ot b o e (el _.__}Lﬂ_{



